Farewell to the Old Guard
white cockades had bloomed once more and in profusion;
that Paris had capitulated and declared Louis XVIII
king. At this he railed. He might believe it, but he would
not admit that he did.
So they spent the morning with that paper, made out
with such a triumphant flourish by Talleyrand, still hid-
den in some one's pocket. At noon he dismissed them to
dine alone. And still they baited him through messengers
they wilily sent in, with descriptions of events and
tales of defections of those he had?, cared for.
The first emissary was quite brave. The allies entering
Paris had made a valiant showing, Alexander at their
head. Evidently the people enjoyed the parade. They
had shouted #fotf$, and there were bushels of cockades.
"Bah! There are turncoats in every platoon. France
is still full of the brave." And still he went on taking
coffee.
Monsieur de Talleyrand had welcomed them in, was sec-
retary of the new government.
"The Prince of Benevento, you mean. He may desert
me but never the titles or fiefs I gave him. But since you
are disposed to talk of the trivial, what of the sulker,
Bourrienne?"
Bourrienne was the new postmaster-general.
"Ah! his thirty pieces of silver." Still he went on with
his coffee. "And I suppose he is talking others into going
over to the foe."
Yes, M. de Bourrienne had buttonholed Marshal Mar-
mont, for one. Now Napoleon turned, his eye vigilant.
"And Marshal Marmont gave him the answer he de-
served?"
No, unfortunately he hadn't. He and Mortier and Jour-
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